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M Born Blaney leaped from Pull-

man reat S and thuos address-

wd himself to the somber orba of Nght
becomingly mot i the features of the
very mew Mran Hlaney, that lady being
comfurtably cusbiomed In Pullman sest
"Rugnr-boy-dear!™ rwaponded the pre-
vigusly matter-of-fect Betay. Then, with
B momeptary lapss Into manky, sbe
wiisperedT “Hrian, the whole cur's Jook-
ing at w™

Hespmadve o the waming Brian
wade s sudden mavemenl and several
lamdfuls of rice clattersd to the floor
from varous parte of his clething
“Parn  that god-speed  stull'™ he
grimmbied. “The more I see of rice the
the werse | hate Japs™
m hat and shook thers-
v hallstorm. The entire
was an escursion of
schoolma ams  re-
o, Brinn biushed
the rocts of his suburm halr, then his
heeks wrinkisd to & broad srin.  Hia
was ppe of (hose natures to whons pub-
t¥ “in mny form can never bw quite
el

he

arwlves, g srilied
appeediative nudlence. O
wl of hin voat kung & height blue
arly aa large
“ROOSET §

ol |
|
\

assembied
all

cived by
T weveral

wward the

lng to the

¢t we mren't! sgresd Batay

And that's why | think t's

it e muke the home town

nid Hriam, with ope hand

enumial and the otber|

the Norsl emblem. “Bear |
ter”

bouster button quistly

thing Thus she Te= |

sal awhile in unnét-

at last. “Those are
vy O'Malley sadd to

me town ridico.

Well, |

.

"
old Dbrey

atiriate

Hrst tom 1 |
things & young
and  fall I|
me impertinent. |
e you & word of ad-|
bk 1

NYwk
real*hix Wown
slip
won 't
vt Lo

Th

over,

it
think

1 ran g

ing for a shell gwine,

I've Bved In X' York for forty yeowrs,®
O Malley went on, ‘aiwl I know it from
Wall Stest to Walde Tnke it from
me s up (o the strangor coming fresh
fram the clover io slpg low, becaus
rrery inkhabitant of Manhattan Island
has gol lhe art of fnuncisl irensgrées
slond down v & polsoned peilel  The

sratt industry s overcrowded these, and |
N* York would naturally starve i It
wasn't the man from bome who
comes piking down Broadway with boie |
cheelc-book In bis hand apnd & wprig of
timothy over hin ear. Lifslong prac-
tlee =t the urt of busk bas made lhe|
' Yorkers so daroed canay, lhey can
stenl your clothes, dhip you home In =
boarrowed mightia, and make you ||:1nh_
you've had a good time Eo taks an
old man's tp. When you come In sight
of ihe Btstus of Liberty, step Hght, sing
tow, and, for Gawsh sake, don't let “em |
know youo're & hick! ™

“Maybe we'd bettar go @ Nlagura
Yalls, mfter alll™ Betay faltered.

*1 sayw to O'Malley,” Brian went on
« Uncle Obe, what can 1 do to comoeal
rmy hickory origiaT

wql give you a few Don'ts for
Filoks, says O'Mlsy. Don'l smoke &
cigar with a band on L t Eet_up
in streot cars sad offer a lady your
st Don't Jet the barber shave the
pack of your feck Don't talk polities|
with strangers. Don't wear tan shoes |
with buttons en  ‘em’" {(Furdvely
Petny noted that her hustand's shoss
wore of the kind deseribed) * "Tron"t
drjnk  Manbattan cocitalle Don't be
sshamed to walk over people’s knees In
the thester. Don't stand on windy cor-
pers to wateh the chori go by, And
don't offand the Bead waiter by trying
to tip bim In public. Those are a fow
rotgh rules which may kep you &
whils oul «f the Order of Btraw along
1hs Grest White Orafi, says Unale
Obe” ™

=rhat was thoughtful of him,” Belay

“Y.yes” wgrosd Brian gradgingly.
“But |t makes me kind o' more. What
wrand o Jobstars do thess N° Tork
dodes ext that pmekes ‘etn S0 all-fired

‘n the rest o the countrs?
Cun't as Indisn frec: another Feservs-
tion Biow Is wilh his war-paint asd
N —"

or

| ereinsmes znd o

“They're maturally lots more experis
enced than we are living as they do In
the midet &f things" she suggested.

“Um. O'Malley gave me this lotter of
Introduction.” Hrian fshed & large en-
velupe from his lnmer pockst “Hald It
wad 10 & real N' Yorker—a fells be-
louging to & Knkkerbocker family so
old i considers the Vanderbilts vulger
tradespecple; sall that If 1 ever got
siinned ia any wort of & bilk ¥ could
g0 tound to thia keen Young guy aond
he'd pull me out. Nice of him, wasn't
0w

~It ceriainly was" agreed Betay. Bhe
opensd the Map of the eavelops and

readd:
Dear Dyckman:

This is to intreduce Mr. Brian Borg
Blaney, who has come, for the Oret
time, to mes lhe town. You'll be dolng
& favoer to your father's old chom If
you taks my young friend under your

wing now wsd then and stesr him clear
of any of your city's jusily celebruted
pitfnlls. With ‘regards to your dad,

Slncarely,

OBREY O MALLEY.

“Now you must present ihin letter as
socn as wWe get to New York™ sald
Be in a slightly sbashed tone.
¥rian turned the envelope critically
m hin hand. resding the wddress at
every cvoncelvable angle
“Alr. Dyckman Wynkoop, I & Wash-
ington  Square,” e toad slobd; them
addad: “That ain't &« name: I's & label
an wn mported cheess.
Jurt the sama Brian wss impressed,
d was discoversl gusing disgustedly
his botteoed tan shoes at Intervals
during the Lrip
They wers ambd the horrific srandeurs
uf the toysi Gorge, batiling ground of
Titans {scconing to prospectus), whea
an impertinent (ntruston sppeared in the
perwon of G, Hunter MoCosh, [Bght-see-
ing passengers were assombied in the
ohwervation car. hoddled around esch
window, to let no marvel pase Roaring
through chasms ®measuteless o
beow-teaten by B
onl wmoke of e DL

d  that

&
Ewyglan touch wo wall
Ly the late Mr. Dante BSome

the Davil's
Yal others

passcoEoCs Were
Nowdle and syl “An™
re looking al the far-piied COgre's
gvos, and remarkisg “Oh!™ But
Prian and Betsy were logking into sach
atber's vyes, and the latter Was az-
il TR (TR

g L B —

“Just ook ai that:™
lew mt thelr shoulders.
tha

A lurge, forid elde

exnriing

suid & resonant
"lust ook at

gentienan with
woth-beush mustache
pread over the brilal couple a promis
plaid suit in & pattern remindscent
of Thy oot wortt by Georgo IV while
nooting gronee on the Flighland estaie
the Jemckintosh of Mackintosh.\ He
in

between them and
“Bebold yon

erowdad
d aut of the winduw.
matsrplere of miture’s antd
lng emtaviymm of & plane

nned by any humean gal wel
they stund, sir! Ro Cragay

Fit for scwme race of dami-

rocks 04 race of

il s—] guchua, nadd an Appres
miy sing.  young man’ oou-

tindesd the eloguenl stranger, "“of Uis
terrurs f the boundiess deap or U
woredera ©f the troplke alght—but look
- e otk By ginger, sin't they

E
the real-cwintn business T inquired
Brjan affably,

“Weil, no—ool exnuily
‘I thought by e way

vontinugd ihe Little Hooster, ut

fw trying to sell us the Rooky
the masy-paymanl plan.
" rhapmidized the bLig onn
1 hmve its quip st the wisdom
suth mod Jove, 1

you went af

o I bope, s turnlng

n ravishing smilo upon Detey, ai yuu
car spare your hushard =  moment.”™
tn Hiun with » suspiclously

wite = of the thumb and forefinger.
“Tiay curds, sl
with  you,™
the other

Brisn,
the

nnmbunesd
coolly  betwess

ouking
eyes,
~1 trust T'm not making a nulmace of
— =~
Not yeb.” replied Hrian, turning for
tha #irst time in the direction of the
scenury.

My rame ln MoCosh—G. Humter Mo-
Coah,” said the forld person, still smil-
Ing. “Any time you wanl to look e
up, T'm in Gar 4% He strode jauntily
away,

“0h, Sugar Bay, hew rude of yvu
Betay chided, as soon s the other man
had gone

“Take it from me, Betsy,” said Brian,
iIn rather & depressed tome, “‘that old
guy's phoney. I don't know what he's
Eot t5 sell, bt 1 bet he makes it in &
dark room. I wonder why he pioked me
out™ He locked reflectively~at bl
toee, and remombersd the warmning words
of O'Maliey. “Gawah' T wonder If be
smw my bottened tans'!™

The further they rushed Kastward

my

w0 yoU'Te 8|

mouth came down &t one  osrDer
"What's yoor line™

“I'm o Oy-catcher.™

“Haw-haw. You're n msart kid, any-
how, Now, lopk here, As an enier-
privtn’ young business man frem U
West, launchin® out on life's voymge
with & falr young helpmest. abd swalt-
in* mlert and joyous to hesr the wel-
[:-nm knork of Opportunity a8 yoor
door—Opportunity, the goddess whe
knocks bul obce—you sre unspolled, You
are ambitious, too smart to et the

have bewitched maniind. Shall be fiy
first to the Metropolitan Museum, or
shall it be ihe Metropolitan Tower.
Bhall ba climb the Bmite of Liberty or
descedd luto the suswayT But Briss
Morn Hianey, his fee set om Manhattan,
was fortured by Do wuch doubls He
enlled & taxi al the Grand Central Sta-
Uon, und, after tooking his baggage and
kis Betsy safely inside, called command-
ngly to the chaufleur: “Beat it for the
first sboe wtore on FINtE Averue™

Belxy's hoad was oul of thh window
many timel She all but plunged horself

grdden sy Ever
thought of investin®' in mining stocksT™

“Show me.” said Brizn 8 & level tone

“A® you sew by my card"—ho ex-
tended = squars of pastebosrd—"1 am
peneral director of Lhe Goodfellow and
: Burpriss Gald Lode Company, Incor-

| porsted
“Ehew! Is It as had 3a that
“Have your joke!" growlsd Mr. Me-
Cosh. “But the old must be pationt

with the young. T want to talk to you
Hite an uncle. 1 want to pol you on Lhe
sround floor in this unparalisled proposi-
ton, & chapre wy only offer our par-
ticular friends. 1 like your face™

Mr., McCosh's fat fingers defily
folded & bale of handeomely
papers engraved in rich orange, the sesl

un-

Illlnlﬂdl

jof Nevalda st the bead, an- intricate,
wavy berder down the margine ”II
lald & compelling palin on Brian's khes

In wiz months from oow they'll pay
yol 5 ortty on Lbe dollar—5 per cemt®™
“Homeat,” sald HBrian, carefully folding
the wtocks wod banding
‘you're the
up I've sir
“How's thatT™" spluttered the hix one

‘Exouse ma, while 1 take & good look
ot you. 1 thought they had all the old-
styls con me stuffml wnd onder gias
by this time Anid to think of one of
you whiskered dslos tryin’ te panhin-
die mb—me—with a | ' minin® steck
fuflf that was passod up By Adam and
Eve BSay, old muan, I'm porry for you.
You make mo wani to ery. Your child-
lsh mtab at dishoneaty s ssdder ‘n “Um. |

<o Tom's Cuble® apd twice sz siale.

Say, whai juy town sre you going to
work with that line o lt\llﬂh—f—!l?l
LU

ew Yoric™ mid Mr. McCosh, with

simple diguity

“What!” The word cumie hike a platols
ehot. “With what® Why, Uncle Rufus, '
you've got no more show In Now York
Wwith that prehistoric ewindle thas &
glass bead on Filth Avenus. Hooest,
they teach betler grafis than that in
the Now York puhilie schoals Why don't
you stick te Bt Jo, uncla, where tha
grons i long and the grasing good ™

The face of the bonest Mr. McCosh
suddenly settled into tragic lnes

“I.Td ‘s’ known you was one of us™
e began ssdiy. He made the sign of
Threes Walnuts between his thumb snd
gogers. “If I'd known you was in our
Une o poods, I'd never cotne that con
on yun, But since you mention BL Jo,
I'll put you wise to something. The
Middle West clrenit's worked dry. 1 hadt
ll.cu borrow from the constably to get oul
| ot Emperia, and ln Keokuk [ was black-
malled poar by & Rube I trisd the
badger game o'’

“That'n the =tuff! Thy enly town In
America whers you can catch the hiek
off the pest with the molden eggs wx-
posed. 1 gol & cousin doln® well there
‘an the old glass-ring game"

Yoo, but Jook at the competition'”

dil not ook op Mr. MeCosh I Car &
bt (hat thoughifol gestleman mads pe
casion to ®it down mezt to Brizn In the
huffet when the latter was enjoying »
solitary clgureite. Thoy were approach.
tng Chicage at the time, asd McCosh
st paring his hresd fAnger-nalls with »
peari-hundied knifo

“Try ooe of miy perfocton™ ha.sald

suddenly, offering an cstentstious roll
of tinfofl.
“Thaoks: T never mmoke” respended

Brisn, luking a fresh clgaretic from his
box.

“Say, you're a cagey ki all right"™

nughsd the big one, changing from Tha

o the s

slastied amd hiz weRtber-Beates

ayes

several times in passing win-
dow displays of feminine attire, snd ss
they whirled by the emporium of & fa-
mous milllner she cried, with almost =
sob in ber wvoloo: "Briam, you've Just
got o stop here!™ Bul her auburn-
haired lord had his eyes sei sternly to
the fore. They drew up befors a plste-
Winee windew with [

has just satl down in from:
wagon and Ged up all the rapid transit
from here to the Bromx. Careless Dob-
bint™

After lunch, Brian compiained of his
new shovs plochicg; but he bravely kept
his footing. within their resisting soles,
and plungsd. still further loto Lhe gulf
of Ht to a suit
of qQuiet graF And an looffensive neck-
tie.

“Gelng far™ sleapily
from her “couch.

*To 135 Washington Square™ he mid
“I'm going 10 preseni (FMalley's letier
to Dyckman Wyakeop lo seq If he's
cheesm or " human Want to come
along T

“Na, you littis old big foolish; I'm not
being introfuced. [ supposs we're golng

bhere tonight—"

inguired Beixy,

diwcrestly dlsplayed

“Nope!” ha agnounced to the smiling
clerk, *1 don't want anyibing similar
to what | got op. Cimme sowmethipg like
Vince Astor kioks around |n*

They sold him a pair with tapering
toen, flat soles, and unostentalious ere-
fotx They cost him elght dofinrs §

"Scora ane!” mid Brian, making a
mark on his cuff as he paid the bill. He
wore (he shoes out of Lhe shop, “Now

o

that 1 gmot rid of those hick kicka, T
guess we'll be safe to walk along Fifth

!,\wnur, paylng the tazea hare and
there ™

At & famous milliner's Betsy chose &
hat with very litthe on It but that well
dispossd. Tha bill was sixty-five dol-
lare P

“Soote twoe!® announced Hrian, making
another mark on his cuff.

“Whsl on earth are you doing. Sugnr?
usked his =ifo

“Kespln' tab on New York Wa'vm
been here holf an hour, and she'z gut
us seventy-three bucks already.”

They tok a room at the SL
Huotel, & fubulows pile overlosking Hroad-
way'a buslest corner.

“I'm Uired alrendy,” sl Petay, throw-
ing hersell on a gilded chaise-lounge.

“When 1 look at & dump ke tds™ re-
marked the Littho Boeatrr, “1 feel Tika
the King o Persla—afrald to sit domn
for fear mome of the gold leal'll stick
o ey punte” Ma walked uver to the
window wind looked down on the vestiess
human siream fowing below. “T bet N
A ®ot wore Uoket specolators than
Han Hruno's got population. Look!

-

Sidoo |

“Het your falry goloshes we're goln'
womewhere. ¥ sooa an ihe Bootch
whisky ads begin to lght up along the
Oreat Tight Way, we'll beat it for one
o (hese tay damseng restsurants Where
thny teach the Harry Thaw glide free
with svery thousand dollnrs” worth of
champagne. Tonight's the big. wide
evenlog ™

Wrisn Bxed his hat at a dangerous
angle in the midst of & dance fAgure

IJ'”. 1l
3;"1,‘!3..1!;1[] U- (e PN

“McCash’s broad back was toward Brias, therefore be could not see his seighbors.”

which eoded in an ardest embrace aof
his girlish bride.

“Ion't let any bunco man sew You
while you're ln that mood" she cau-
toned. “Hmnembar, you're a bick m &
Ereat ity

Aot & o'chick ke came whistling
back, hin face afirc with esthosasm.

“IMd you fied BimT aaked Betsy, who
was walling with the patlemce of an
eaperienced wife., to be booked op in
the back,

“Whe? Dyckia Chickencoap? Nope
Say, Dyckin lves in a boy's-sise brick
palace with & while deor, and a bras
knocker. When | banged the Knob, out
theots & Weodrow Wilson offect in but-
lern. “Not 1o hum™ ‘he says. When I
called bim Chariey, he snatebeal my card
away from me and slommed the door so
quick he ‘mast pinched of my noss "

“Suzar Boy, he probably saw you were

prasad
“Hick™ Yes. But bow did he know?
Eo | bired ap open mxl and salled furth
W discover York ™
“Haw (he Weolwarth Bullding. o Jew
oop arrestin’ & droilen Ar

The BOOSTER
HONEYMOON

panic, (he Venmeylvanis Station. apd
Willle Collier tryin® to light a elgur on
& windy corner.™

“Anythlng wieeT

1 saw 5 bhicdk Right before my eyes
T see, | dropped my taxt ot Fourteenth
Btrest. and ducied Into the subway just
to get & taste of that celebrated canned
mir. Amd what " you think 1 saw, the
frst thing? A Rube got op and gave hin
Seat to & lady 1 wan sitting comfort-
ably oin somebody s mother st the Ume,
and [ wanted to lemd that hick aside
and may. Not dave, ol ehap-not in
New York, bot [ let him go his suieidal
Why. ‘Wallisgford'i get bim Dbefore
romning* =

Betay stood before the mirror and
pelated suggostively af the osbooked
voiil in the back of her gown

“Swest  Maple™ alghed the Little
Booster. sottling down to & desperste
struggls with the (intricacies thersef,
the dressmaker that built this dream
must s’ had an awful fot ¢ time!” The
duyw of hin bonduge had begun.

“Den't make any guick moves™ Brian
eantioned his wife, “hecause every time
¥ou do It starts a waiter this way, and
that costs you five doliars extra.”

The bl was nismtesn dollars

“Hcorw three!™ warbled Brian, keeping
Imaginary tab on Mis cuff. o led Betay
rather hastily toward the foyer. Ii wam
weiling on toward ¥ o'clock, and round
the cormer. glaring amid infernal glocies
of jumping migantic electric [mages,
stond ihe Caburet de I'Obaterre, home of
tangled tangoss whers Faal feeds fat.
where the hesthes rage. and where the
Turk trotteth Uil daws

Most of the tablem were already takon
when (hey enter Young Mra Hinney
Was 0ot Ino young to note the two types
of wometi: Those who had come and
those who had been brought—the former
characterized by elaborpte completions
inwide Infastie hs their lipa were
bold, fhelr eyes were cold

“Lat's twirl!™ cmme Hrian's enthuosiae-
tle volee in Betsy's for the band
strock op “We'll row, row,
row.” and many cocples took the floor,
wvery Jack to his Jiil, every Bsochos to
his Bacchante. Hy wuy of divertisse
ment, a Princeton gladistor had arson)
fram a tableful of college boyr, and wad
Invillig the kead walter to put him eut

“Dwi's go!” pleaded Hetry, seising

“Btiek around, kil PArian orged. “Wa
nesdn’l be afmald of his dapsong stufl
All Xew York's doio” L™

“I'T bef half the men bers are travel

ing salesmen from Troluoth. Don't be a
hick? This was [etay's quelling wonl
“Speaking of Idcka" whi rod  Ber
husbaml, budging ber sharply, “Touk
what's just come ia™

“Wha Is he™

“The Rule 1 saw give meai to &
Indy in the subway. He's hopeless!™

For., even at the word. the newoomer—
who wore Lutlomed tan shoes—was or-
dering a Manhattan cocktail

“He musl the King of the Fllck-
orjes,” mumured Brian, becoming more
and mofe comcerned CAin't (L pitite
The object of Hrian's commissration

alled (o him the bend waller, and, In

presence uf the wholo room. handed
him a five dollar bill. Then be lit &
cigar, and kept the b an,

“He's gut every one of Malley's "How
to Tell & Hick' marks wept he don't
shave his neck. Frobably he's waitin®
for the barbwr shiop to apen Ia the morn-
ng.”

“Ha'n mather nics-lovking™ sald Retay,
“and he wemss a good suit of clothen™
“Whiskers'! Thers gught ta te = So.
ciely for tha Protection of Hime I've &
mood mind to give that lene yukel & tip
befure he Ml (o the hands of—"

face. The head wanl out

rhalr mext the umjeublected stray, Aod
the person wWho occupled the seal, pre-
senting & © palmy te the heipless

hick, was mone other than G, Minier
MoCosh, the superaamusted buses man
of tha It & L G

MoCesh's bromd lack was towand
BHrian. therefore he ooild Dot ses his
the h Jthough closs etocgh to be

Breoklyn Bridge, a fght, & Wall Strest

canily overbeard. Brian quickly forgot
the churms of tango In the study of
bunco as the shlerly rascal lnid his fut
julm caressingly over the hamd of the
man, who was neut and mmiber
with oyster-colored oes and a
mllow mustache.

“No. my bey: you can't afford to miss
the tons of

“Oppertunity knocks but emce at the
door . . . good aa sEeited gold . . . aa
proved by our specimens”—ihess scraps

TR
i

i

I

O Mawl what o socker’™ sgiffed
Brise. * He wants to bile so bad, be'y
belping pur the bait on the hook*

The twa figures al the distant table
leaned back Eomething was ssttied.
The cider man brought forth & packed
of papars folded lengthwise

“MecConty was right,” sk Hrian “YTog
can maks the man from Keskuk da
stunts in N° York be's never drenmt of
In his hame town.™

“Maybe it's oot g0 bad a8 you think W
suggested Hrisn

“Pidn't rou see the ocrange-colored eoe
gravings In lbe paper? That's Goode
fellow gnd Sorprive busk he's selling the
hick—and loak! Rube's puilin’ hin checks
book!™

fure enough, e lamb was already
reaching for McCemb's [ounisio-pest
There was 4 moment «f futemse scribe
bling, during which MeCush bit a biack
clgar and fargol to light It Fiaally a
pink leaf frum the check-book guttered
la his puim, asd he handlsd it lke o
rare orehil  An instant lster McCosh
Was Seesi Lo Flee rather feverishly, bute
ton his ceal over the new-made checik,
extend a loving hasd to hie victim, sod
mride forth into the uaknown, Brian
Jumped from bis chalr,

“You're mot geing to—"

“You bet I am? As a stranger in town,
1 sin't s-guin” fo mit here amd 300 my
helpless brother shun bright 2 og
Broadway.

The Jeosg man sat reading so orangss *
printed sbeet of Gogdfellow snd Surs
prise mplurously, eves as the Meoslesn
seana [he Horan, when Brian accosted
bim.

“Excuss me!™ sl the Litthe Booster,
“I don't know what part of the Woolly
West you coms from, bot you'll take
baclh Jess wool than yvs brought with
yomu.

“"Meaning™ Inguired the yowth, sde
Justing his ere-pissses
T you know who that bunk s yva

Jus

“That ‘hunk.' as you roughly term
bim ™ mid the youns man in 2 medes
lated barytone, “ia Mr. Hotchides, weil

known la Goodlellow and—"

“His naoe was Melosk when I me
him. Now, letsn to mether. There ain's
any tme 10 foed the chivkets. 1'm telle
mg you You just fallem for & man
who's o professivosl walnoi-pusher, a
dot-dnd-carry card-bandler, & e meme
ber of the Cold Brick Layers Uniun—
tn piadn Californis, & bunks man Bee
causn you left your hrains the other sidn
of the Obio River, I'Il wise yeur You've
been bilked, trimmed.”

“But he camue to New York with the
higheat of references™
“Eplush! I've & good mind e touwcl
rou for a thousmand myseil. How much
wae in that check you just signed™
Forty-tive hundred and Gfty.

“Get your bank the Oryt thing in thy
morning and stop 1n.*

“Lord!™ groaned the callow ooe “Ir'y
on the Night and Day Bank™

“Telephone—hot fool, lid!™

The sedate grill-room was enlivensd bp
the wight of & red-boaded esthusisst
dragsing a damied youth across (we
chinirs toward the telephone-booth. A
tew mi later Betsy, to ber relief,”
ot husband rrl-Jrngr; calmiy
N pew-lound bk

Marcus" lrian was saring,
It over o the Night
and Iay and jdentify jo Friemd wifa

ard I'll e aloeg ta = thal (e resd
ul your wad 't Jump out of the win-
daw

The hick had = taxé E by tha
Botir  apparently — g As they
bamped aves New Yare's alt, which,
like f s ploturvasics bt oBe
it Helr to pouilhe Uk strangee
with commnp

"[roewn’t in New York
after the anleend,

“it does, Wik foioraly.
When be ged frum the slespless
portsiy of the Xight and Duy, thers
wete mrs in bhis pale orbe, suggesive
of weslood

“They ve fued it—bml 1 hurts me 1
think 've been betrayed by & friend”
be soblssl

“That's what they I sy, chirped

“Now, Mra Bride and
the bogles to your

Brisn, brighily
'fl escort you past
hotel

“Naw look son,” Brian went om,
for he rmust have his lecture. Ho put
his hand patruonisingly new om the hlck's
knee. “1 just got to bami it out. Take
it or Jeave it When in Rome you gotis
do an the Romeos do Don't tlk In
wrge men with fancy vests Maybe
you'll thank me for this when you mef
beck to the home Lown.™

“Tt's nol my faull

It'= the way the

ald man ralses e the callow ane
moaned. “Never jetting mo go into
busieems, llke other follows™

“Say™ Erian bad aa tmpirathm. “TC
you ever want & wise guy to tuke you
around N' York ring me op I'm at
the Sv Hidon. . Stick arcund. kil and
rll show you all the new stuff™

“Thanks, awfully,” sald the hick.

The taxl stoppsd before & brick houss
with & white door.

“You've pilled ma out af sn swiyl
bals, @] man~ ke continosd as b
sappdd out  “I'd Hko to ses more of
yoie. Here's my canl™
Tha hick's face stared into the tax]
door, pale and anxious. Brian, as be
acoapted the cand, felt = thefl] of re-
moree. Parbaps he bad bean s bit
rough In this lznguege to this outsider,
who, after all, would lewrn bin New
York i thoe, Under the Mickeging cor-
ner light Brisn beld the card, speliing
wach Jetter carelully. Alresdy the hick
was Qmmppearing cp the Cront stope

“Say™ mil Brias calling after bim,
and sgnin losking at the nams on e
oard, “1 got = ietier of intreduction to
you"

And aa the hlek retoroed. the Little
Boester brought ferth O'Malley's enves




